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Crash 


"Captain!" the engineer tech screeched as he tried to repair the engine leak in the main hallway. Alarms were 
sounding all around the ship, sirens making Randall's ears sting. Crew members were running here and there, 


yelling at each other in the fray. 


Randy sat in the pilot deck, his hands breaking into a cold and clammy sweat. His knuckles were white as he 
gripped the spaceship's steering wheel, cranking it to the side. The ship's gravity censors were going off, and 
the ship itself was nose-diving straight towards the planet surface. As the ship went through the exosphere, 
the engineer tech ran into the cockpit. 


"Captain, | can't cool the engines enough!" the small, fish-like creature yelled over the deafening alarms. 
Frantically, Randy began switching different levers and pressing different buttons, an attempt in vain at saving 
the ship. He whirled around in the chair, grabbing the intercom microphone off the wall. The intercom was a 


loudspeaker that could sound over the whole ship. 


"It is vital To everyone's safety that we all hold onto something. Yes, we are going to crash, but we can make 


it as safe as possible if everyone just holds onto the nearest object and braces themselves-" 


Another crewmember ran into the cockpit. "Captain, there is a fire in room H" 


Randy looked up, still holding the intercom link. He shut his eyes slowly, squeezing them shut only for a 
moment. This is the end isn't it? he thought desperately. 


He got up from his seat and followed the second crewmember across the ship. The smoke was already 
collecting in the foyer and in the main hallways. Urgently, he turned and ran back into the cockpit, sitting down 
in the chair. 


"Captain, what should we do?" the engineer asked. The ship was descending towards the planet surface faster 


now, and none of the emergency jets were working. 


Randy felt helpless, and for a split second, the entire world seemed to go in slow motion. His mind blanked, as 
he suddenly thought of home. The beach, his guitars, his family. He thought of what his mother might be 
doing right now. He remembered the Christmases when he was a child, and the first time a girl ever liked him. 
His mind was reeling through his past like a typhoon, as he stared blankly at the face of the engineer. He 
wondered what kind of things the engineer was missing. What did he call home? 


Suddenly, he snapped back to reality and looked back out of the windshield Gazing down at the display, the 
speed the ship was descending was very high. The feet counted down by the hundreds at a time. 


Randy sent a silent prayer to whoever was listening, before standing up. He whirled around and looked right at 
the engineer. "We are going to die, aren't we?" 


The engineer looked back at him, and then gazed out of the cockpit. There was sheer terror on his face. Smoke 
from the hallway started to pour into the pilot's deck, circling the small fish-man with waves of clouds. 


Almost to the planet surface, the ship was creaking and shaking loudly. As Randy had sat before, reminiscing, 
the ship became more and more unstable. A wing had burned off from the friction, and both jet engines had 
melted. The glass on the outside of the ship was badly damaged; if it ruptured it would kill everyone 


immediately. 


The outside of the ship began to catch fire, and right before it crashed, Randy slammed his eyes shut. It went 


up in flames, a deafening crash echoing through the rainforest on this unfamiliar, harsh alien world. 


Hostile Territory 


Randy blinked open his eyes slowly. His whole body ached, and he felt dried blood on his left leg. Pinned between 
two large pieces of the remains of the ship, his leg had been cut deep. Blinking through his blurred vision and 


dizziness, he tried to take in his surroundings. 


Huge green trees titaned over him. They were littered with flower-covered vines that sparkled in the harsh 
light of the double suns in the afternoon sky. Strange looking insect-like creatures flew by overhead, while 
eight-legged mammals climbed in the trees. The atmosphere was thick and humid, and Randy felt sweat run 
down his forehead. 


Bracing himself on his arm, Randy tried to sit up. What was left of one of the wings of the ship pinned his 
foot down There was a large shard of glass digging into his left knee, and there was dried blood all over what 
was left of his now shredded and torn slim black trousers. To his surprise, he didn't seem to be burned 


anywhere. 


As he tried to push himself up from his elbow, lancing pain went through the back of his head. Reaching up 
with his other arm, he touched his neck Blood was trailing down his white shirt, and his blonde hair was 


stained crimson. He swallowed, forcing back the sudden nausea that had hit him. 


Grabbing at his belt, he managed to awkwardly dislodge his specialty nanowoven bandages. They were infused 
with high quality nanites, which attached themselves to the skin where you placed them. Over a short period 
of time, they would duplicate and grow back as artificial skin, sealing the wound. He placed them gingerly to the 
back of his neck, causing the skin to tingle and cool, almost like mint had been applied to the skin Almost 
immediately, the pain eased. 


Shaking his head to clear it, he looked in front of him at his leg. This is going to be fun, he thought 
sarcastically. He glanced around at the ground around him, looking for his matter manipulator. It could siphon 
the atoms of an object, turning it into a cube of the elements it was made out of. These cubes could be loaded 
back into the matter manipulator, and reconstructed. With the matter manipulator nowhere in sight, Randy 
sighed. He reached around his clothing and his belt multiple times, trying to find it. 


"Shit!" Randy spat out loud. / had given Danicka my matter manpulator because hers broke. Damn! he 
remembered. He was going to use the matter manipulator to remove the shard from his leg. Glaring, he 


mentally cursed at the glass in his leg and the large piece of metal crushing his foot. 


Taking a deep breath, he scrunched his face into the most contorted expression imaginable. Reaching forward 
to the piece of glass on his knee, he inhaled a large gulp of air. The moment his fingers met the offending 
fragment, he winced in pain, but persisted. He grabbed it, and began to pull it out of his flesh. Fresh blood 
poured out around the wound. Sweat poured down his face and arms as he held his breath. It seemed to take 
ages for the hand-sized fragment of windshield glass to finally be dislodged. The moment it was out, he let his 
breath go. 


"FUCK!" he yelled, throwing it as hard as he could at a nearby tree. Blood was spilling out of his leg at this 
point. Working quickly, he applied the nanite infused bandages to his wound. The pain subsided a little, and he let 
out a groan of relief, allowing himself to flop back down on the soft, mossy ground. He stared at the sapphire 
colored sky and the sickly-green painted clouds that dotted its canvas. 


F | wasnt stranded in who the fuck knows where this would actually be a pretty nice place, he mused. Except for 
the damn humidity. Jesus, you'd think that I landed in a royalty sauna. Ugh 


Leaning up again, he pulled at his leg, hoping to dislodge it. He reached forward, pushing as hard as he could on 
the metallic object. After about ten minutes, he had managed to use a nearby piece of debris to prop up the 
wing and remove his foot. To his luck, his foot was not broken, and he was able to finally stand up. 


He gazed around his surroundings. All around him were remains of the ship, burned shrubs, and enormous 
trees. He heard a creek rushing nearby, and the rustling of strange life in the bushes. He padded his sides for 
his shockwave pistol. It wasn't there either. Scanning the ground around him, he noticed there were footprints 


leading across the mossy ground to the treeline. There was- 


"A flying octopus bat monster," he blurted out, an incredulous and mystified look washing over his face. Across 
the clearing that the crashed ship had made, there was a tentacled organism of some kind. It was hot pink, and 
had strange purple wings on the side of it. Randy tilted his head and stared at it. He looked down at the ground 
where he was standing, convinced he was hallucinating. Taking a step forward, he crunched loudly on a branch 
on the ground. He winced hard, mentally scolding himself. The creature took notice of him, and whirled around, 


flapping its wings and showing a mouth ringed with teeth. 
"-that shoots bubbles out of its mouth." It had begun to do just that. 


Randy stifled a cackling laugh from coming out. Not moving his head, he scanned his field of view for his pistol. 
Suddenly, he spotted it. It was between him and the bubble-shooting flying octopus. This thing could be 
dangerous, he thought. / don’t think | should just run after it 


He looked at the ground in front of him for a distraction. Spotting a berry bush, he walks slowly towards it, 
keeping his body angled towards the hostile creature. He leaned down and pulled a hanaful of the berries off of 
the strange wiggling plant. 


Walking forward slowly, he approached the creature, with the berries in his extended hand. He was quiet and 
calm. The creature shied away, taking a few flaps backwards. As he continued to approach hesitantly, the 
strange alien seemed to be less afraid. After several long moments, it reached a tentacle out to Randy's hand, 


taking the berries, and then scurried away. 


Randy stood, dumbfounded, staring after it. He sighed, and shook his head. He turned around and walked 
towards the wreckage. Leaning down, he grabbed his pistol off of the lime green moss and sheathed it at his 


waist. After scanning the clearing again, he approached the downed craft. It smelled strongly of chemical smoke, 


and the whole thing had fallen to pieces in the crash. 


He began pulling pieces of debris from the entrance hatch on the top of the ship, which was tilted on its side 
from the collision Randy noticed that the moss from the ground was already beginning to grow around the 
sides of the ship. That's unusual, he thought. Since when did plant matter grow so rapidly? The thought then 
suddenly occurred to him that he may have been unconscious from the impact for longer than he first 


assumed. 


Digging through the inside of the ship, there were many badly burned bodies. Supplies from various crates and 
storage closets had been spilled everywhere and burned to a crisp. After searching from room to room, Randy 
managed to procure his matter manipulator from what was left of Danicka. He dug around some more, only to 
find his half destroyed guitars. Hanging his head, he shut his eyes for a long moment. His favorite guitar, his 
Jackson V, had been completely destroyed. 


Well, he thought sourly, at least my backpack seems to not be fried to a fucking crisp. Backpack over his arm, 
he trudged out of the wrecked ship. There weren't any survivors. Except him. 


Exiting the half melted, cattywampus hatch, he searched for the ladder on the side of the ship. Climbing to the 
top of the downed craft, he got a higher view. The spaceship had crashed in the middle of a clearing. There 
was a long skid mark along the mossy ground for several hundred feet behind where the vessel had collided 
with the surface. He gazed around, looking up at the enormous trees, suddenly feeling very small. Reaching for 
his goggles, he pulled them down over his face, bringing up a user display panel. It told him approximate danger 
level of creatures and plants, and had an infrared setting. But upon sliding them over his face, he realised that 


they couldn't scan the life on this planet. 
Scan Failed, Please Try Again. Unidentifiable Life Forms Detected. 


Randy huffed emphatically. "Seriously?" he muttered. He took them off and reset their power. Upon turning 
them back on, he placed them back on his face. 


Scan Failed, Please Try Again. Unidentifiable Life Forms Detected. 


"Fucking-" he cursed at the goggles. He shoved them in his backpack and sighed. The suns were falling in the 
sky at this point, and he had better try to get moving. There had to be help somewhere on this god forsaken 
world. A bead of sweat rolled down Randy's face as he stared hopelessly at the life around him. He thought 
wistfully of home. He wondered what his family might be doing at this time. Suddenly, he thought of his 
mother's apple pie that she would always bake when he came home from his travels. He let a tear escape his 
eye, realising that it was very probable that he would die out here. Taking a deep breath, he shook his head to 


clear it. 


Its not that bad, he thought. | haven't lost everything yet. HI just have to find help somehow. 


Welcome to the Jungle 


Randy trudged through the overgrowth, pushing his way through the strange alien plants that surrounded him. Some 
had long, flowing tendrils that were wispy and soft. Others had long spines coming out of them, sharp enough to cut 
skin Randy made a mental note that the spines could make a good weapon if he needed one. 


As the environment around began to get darker and darker, Randy pulled his stubbornly malfunctioning goggles out 
of his backpack once more. Fitting them over his head, he began pressing the filter button on the side of the 
headband, trying to get to the nightvision setting 


"Aha!" Randy smiled, as the world around him was suddenly lit up with a greenish glow. Well something is finally 
going right, he thought. 


He trudged most of the night through the alien forest. All around him, there were glow-in-the-dark plants and 
glowing lights, with strange bugs that shone in rainbow colors. He could hear loud noises in the distance, almost 


sounding like a whale. 


Randy kept his pistol drawn at all times. Back on Earth, he was one of the fastest Gun-Slingers in the Starfleet 
Federation The Federation had promoted hm to the title of Captain and awarded him his ship because of how 
quickly he ascended in the ranks compared fo his peers. With his lightning-fast reactions, and his quick wit, its easy 
fo see how he would advance so quickly. Randy's mind was one of the sharpest, and he achieved much more than 
even his elders at such a young age of only 26 


Hs favorite gun was named the Silver Concordian It was white, like his guitar, with black polka dots on the barrel, It 
had black painted embellishments of bow-ties and roses along its hilt. They were done by a fan of his, who went 
only by the name of RandyRhoadsLoverXoXo. He was both slightly horrified and deeply honoured to have a fan 
that was so dedicated fo him. 


Lost in thought, Randall wandered aimlessly though the nighttime woods, wondering how far he would have to walk 
fo finally run into something other that strange pink flying octopi and glowing tentacled plants. Reaching this planet 
was a mission that the Federation had assigned him. He was supposed fo contact a man named who went by just 
the nickname of The Cat. The Cat, presumably, was the leader of some sort of company that merchandised 
pharmaceuticals. Randy thought that it was absolutely bizarre that someone who was the leader of a company 
would go and give themselves a nickname like "The Cat". It seemed suspicious 


A sudden sharp pain of hunger stung Randy's stomach He furrowed his brows. He didn't even remember the last 
time that he had eaten something | wonder if there is anything out here that is edible, he wondered hopelessly. He 
glanced around at the nearby bushes and plants. There didn't seem to be anything that was even close to food 
around. Upon closer inspection of the alien tree stalks, he saw bright green grubs eating the edges of the leaves 


Am | hungry enough to eat these? He stared at them dubiously, wondering if they were toxic. They seemed Ike a 
better bet than the seeping orange sacs hanging off the tree nearby. Pursing his lps, he grabbed one off the leaf. I 


wiggled spastically to his touch Randy wrinkled his nose, feeling his stomach churn, followed by a loud growl 


He sighed Finding a nearby stick, he speared five or six of them in a line. He pulled his Concordian out of its sheathe 
and switched the setting to Flamelick Holding the stick away from him, he gently sprayed the flames across the 


green grubs until they were brown and crisped 


Randy sat down on a nearby boulder and pulled one of the grubs off of the stick. Shutting his eyes, he brought it 
fo his Ips and took a bite. He braced himself for a terrible flavour, only to fnd that the grubs tasted like chicken, 
He graciously ate all of them. 


Feeling fuller, he had rejuvenated energy, and found it much easier to think. He wasnt sure which direction he 
should proceed Hs compass didnt work quite right on this planet because of interference from the dual suns, but 
he knew he needed fo find help somewhere somehow in the next couple of days. He still had no idea where he was, 
nor how much time had passed since the crashing of his ship. He assumed that it had been several hours since he 


had set out from the impact site. 


Randy stood up and went fo relieve himself by a tree, when there was a loud crashing sound, accompanied by a 


bright light 

"You there!" a voice shouted Randy sighed emphatically. Of fucking course. 
‘Disarm yourself and turn around!" the voice ordered 

Well were polite aren't we? Randy thought with sarcastic disdain 

‘Put down your gun and turn around!" the hostile voice spat once more. 


"Alright, alright!" Randy shouted "F you would just let me finish taking a fuckin’ leak!" Swiftly , he disarmed himself 


of his seriously dangerous weapon, and zipped his pants. 
"l didn't know women took a piss standing up!" the onlooker said, aggressive but mildly confused 


Randy clenched his jaw and shut his eyes in irritation As he turned around slowly, he scoffed "Youre obviously 
blind" 


‘Fine, woman or man it doesn’t even matter!" they shouted Randy tried fo take a look at them but they were 
shining a light in his face. 


‘Can you just lower your flashlight so | can see?" Randy asked, hollering "And can we stop yelling? | need help, not 
a fight!" 


After several intense moments that seemed to go on for years, the mystery person lowered their light. Randy 
squinted into the dark at the figure. They were significantly shorter than he was, and were wearing a black mask 


covering their whole head except their eyes. Randy wasn't sure who they were or what they wanted from hm, 
but he had a sinking feeling in his gut when he saw they had a gun pointed right at him. 


Shortest Straw 


Affer what seemed like years of silence, the petite figure stepped closer. 
"Who are you, and why are you here?" they demanded 


"The better question is who you are," Randy responded cooly. 'I don’t have a gun aimed at you." He felt himself 


sweat, as a hot flash rolled across his body. He swallowed nervously. Where was this confidence coming from? 


A long moment passed before the interloper lowered their weapon. "Tell me who you are. But | wont hesitate fo 


blow your brains out if you try anything" 
Randy sighed. ‘My name is Captain Randall Rhoads, Im a senior member of the Federa-" 


"The Federation?!" the figure yelled, whirling around, raising their gun once more. "The Federation are not welcome 


on this planet, nor in our city! What business do you have here?" 


"Im just following orders; | was sent to speak fo someone here and my shp crashed Im the only member of my 
crew that is still alive." 


"Hah!" the person snorted. "Just following orders? That's the best excuse | have heard yet. Do you know what the 
Federation has done to my city? They've put in power corrupt politicians, promoted child labor, and destroyed all 
freedom! The place now is nothing but a run down sewer system, plagued with rats and manpulative dickheads who 


want your money." 
Randy was taken aback "How is this caused by the Federation?" he inquired. 


"The Federation ‘spreads democracy’ among the stars. They go from planet to planet, changing governments and 
instilling military coos. Once they're in, the city is done for." 


"l don’t know anything about any of this," Randy said hesitantly. "ls there, like, a specific member of the Federation 
that is responsible for all of this?" 


"Yes," the masked figure replied "Ronald Rumpert, your chairman and President, had this done fo prevent ‘civil 
unrest in alien civilizations in order fo secure control of trade," they finished. 


Randy wasn't sure how to feel He gazed at the figure, deep in thought. He had a flashback to back when he was 
training back on Earth, All that was ever taught to the students and apprentices was that they liberated foreign 
civilizations, overthrowing cruel dictatorships and aiding the people. Was he lied to this whole time? No. None of this 
is true. It can't be, he thought. 


‘How should | trust you?" Randy demanded, staring sharply, feeling anger bubble up inside of him. "How do | know 


that you arent just trying to manpulate me or trick me lke those ‘dickheads’ you speak of?" 
"You should trust me because | know who youre here looking for," the mysterious being said dubiously. "The Cat." 


"Do you know of him? How do you know that? Do you know where | can find him?" Randy interrogated, feeling a 


rush of panic. 

"The Cat is a sleezy fellow, and runs a club called The Pussycats Scratching Post. He is a kingpin, and a pimp. He 
pays the girls there barely enough to get by and dabbles in prostitution Hs gang has all their fingers in everything 
markets, government, medical care, and even education But no one can afford any of them anyway." 


"| don't understand," Randy said. "I thought he was a leader in Pharmaceuticals?" 


"Yes, at least that's what he puts on," the figure said grimly "He's rich, and he's dangerous, and he's got eyes 
everywhere. The Cat never gives his real name, nor does he take Kindly to outside interference from strangers. Hs 
drug cartel fronts as a great 'life saving organisation’, but in reality, its nothing but a linked together gang operation 
Its not something you want fo mess with." 


Randy's head was reeling. 'ls he going to take kindly to me? Ive been sent to talk to him for fuck's sake." 

"He should, knowing you are from the Federation Hm and your President Ronald have gone back for decades. They 
dd business together in the past marketing weapons to soldiers back in the War of the Titans on the planet Taurus 
Eli" 


The mystery person sighed. '! can take you fo the city, but you have to do something for me. Find some way to 
take him down. Ask him lots of questions. Youd better follow me if you want to get there before dawn" 


"Wait," Randy said, starting forward after them. "Do you have a name?" 


"Yes," the figure said, turning and looking at Randall. "You can call me $" 


Panic Station 


Affer many hours of walking the two shared a long silence. Randall was deep in thought about what was going to 
happen next. He wasnt even sure if he should trust this mysterious "S" person. He felt very weary and a bit 
anxious. | have no idea what | am getting myself into, he thought, feeling a bit stupid 


The ground was murky and muddy, clinging to his boots with every step. Wincing, he hesitated for a moment, 
placing his hand on his leg, where the piece of wreckage had sliced him. The nano bandages had healed most of it, 
but it stil stung a great deal 


S stopped and glanced back. "Keep up!" they snapped. 


Randall shook his head fo clear it, and continued to proceed forward He caught a distant rumbling noise, barely 
audible. 


"What is that noise?" he asked, furrowing his brows. The noise got louder and louder by the second 
‘ts the sounds from the city. The rumbling can sometimes echo for miles through the forest," S replied gruffly. 


Suddenly, there was a sharp hissing noise. "Get down!" S shouted through a whisper. Immediately, Randy crouched to 
the ground next to S, heart pounding A bright flash of light appeared in front of them, and he squinted to make 
out the strange vehicle that had pulled up in front of them. Men were shouting, and began to pour out of a side 
hatch, Tumultuous winds blasted the both of them in face, blowing S's mask away and causing Randall's goggle’s to 
fly off his head He crouched down further, a feeling of dread welling up in his stomach Glancing at S, he realized 


that S was a- woman! Her raccoon makeup ran as the drops of sweat glided across her face from the wind 
Blinking, he focused back on the group of men in front of them. They were shouting at one another, scanning the 
shrubbery with large metal tubes that looked a lot lke vacuum cleaners. Blue lasers shot out from them, blinding 
Randy and causing him to squint. They made his head hurt. Emitting a high-pitched squealing noise, the tubes swept 
back and forth over the bushes. Randy leaned over to S. 

‘Are they scanning for life?" Randy whispered loudly. 

"They're looking for you, | would guess," 5 said, still sounding gruff. 


"l know youre a woman you dont need to do that," Randy said back, furrowing his brows. She glared angrily at him 
through the corners of her eyes 


The two sat quietly for a long moment, watching the platoon work Randy was worried that they would find them, 
but S assured him that they couldnt. He was impressed by how sure of herself she was 


After what seemed like hours, the men packed up and left in the large, white vehicle. Breathing a sigh of relief, 


Randy looked at 5 expectantly, 
"What?" she quipped 
‘Nothing, just curious as to what your name is and what you actually want with me." 


"Hah!" she scoffed "Oh yes, | am here to take you to my secret sex dungeon as a slave. Or wait, maybe Im here 
fo murder you. The world may never know!" she cackled sarcastically 


Randy sighed. "How far to the city?" 


‘Just a few minutes walk now. Unless youre going fo Peter out on me now, which I would be perfectly fine with," S 
said, rolling her head to the side and staring incredulously at Randall 


‘Oh, | can assure you, | have enough stamina to pull through," he jabbed 


S narrowed her eyes "Well see about that" 


In The City 


Affer a few minutes of walking, 5 and Randy came to a concrete road, lined on either side with broken down 


rubble and garbage. The smell was horrific, and Randy leaned over the edge of the street fo vomit. 
S sighed "Stop being such a pussy. Its not that bad," she said 


Randy, leaning forward, sputtered out, "Just the smell of corpses, death, and Leslie West's cocaine addiction It's not 
a big deal" 


"You get used to it after a while," S retorted 

Recovering his bearings, Randy straightened and walked towards S, wiping his forehead He was broken out in a cold 
sweat and struggled to take a breath without gagging. This is the most disgusting thing | have ever seen and smelled 
in all of my fucking life! 

It was dawn, and the twin suns were just beginning to rise. The light was distorted through clouds of thick fog and 
chemical smoke, and the air was humid and heavy. Between coughing and gagging, Randy was sure he was going to 


pass out from the plagued atmosphere as he leaned down again, feeling another wave of nausea 


S stood there for a good while, waiting for Randy to recollect control of himself: As Randy leaned up again, 5 
looked at him. "Look," she said 


Randy straightened his body and gazed upwards. There were towering buildings, greenish metal glistening. Rubble and 
trash hung out of the abandoned windows, along with tattered clothes and rags. Sickly green moss grew in a lot of 
the windows that remained 


"This is it?" Randy asked, looking around at the ruined tech 


S stood, staring at the city. She sighed, and Randy could detect an undertone of disgust and shame. 'It used to be 
a great place before the hidden cartel took over." 


Randy felt sickness well up in the pit of his stomach. 'I cant believe this all happened because of that," he said, 
gesturing around them. 


"HI take you fo where you need to be," S said sharply to him, changing the subject. 
Taken aback, Randy blinked at her for a long moment before finally nodding his head and shutting his mouth 
"As we walk stay close to me, and don't make any eye contact with anyone," 5 ordered 


The pair walked into the city, and the smell of burning chemicals loomed in the green foggy air. Humidity clung to 


Randy's face as sweat poured out of his pores, soaking his clothing and dropping off his hair. 

5 and Randy approached a street, with people walking to and fro. A few neon-lit bikes went across, and there 
were bright signs and half blown-out bulbs everywhere. The noises were overwhelming to Randy, these werent the 
noises of technology and humming like what he heard back home. Here, he could here dirty motors running, churning 
up smoke, and the cry of a child in a store. Loud sleazy music played from a pink and blue club across the street 
As they continued to walk, Randy even heard the moans of a woman from a window. 


He leaned over to S. "This place is horrible," he said honestly. 


5 nodded "Most people make less than 4 cents a day. They can't afford a lot. Many girls sell their bodes. If youre 
too old for that, then its tough luck. Maybe you can get by selling moon sugar fo skeezies down in the alleyways." 


‘Moon sugar?" Randy inquired. 


"Hs like cocaine and meth from where you're from. It's made from gasoline, alcohol, and rust. With some applied 


heat and added void mushrooms, it produces a highly addicting and toxic drug Ht rots the skn and teeth" 

"Jesus," Randy said Hs stomach churned 

Finally, the two of them arrived at a small shanty, 4 blocks down from a large club 

"Wait out here," S said "Go anywhere and HI hunt you down and kill you" 

‘tm not going anywhere don't worry," Randy said 

S trudged through the garbage and disappeared into the alleyway. Randy stood there on the street corner, 
watching the action happening all around hm. There were flashing lights and filth everywhere, surrounding him. Many 


people were passing by, when suddenly a girl stops and walks up to him. 


she licked her lps. "Whats such a mustang of a man doing here in this sleezy shithole?" she inquired, walking right 


up to him and leaning near him. 

Randy swallowed. He flashed a slight smile. ‘lm actually on a mission currently," he said 

‘Mmm, a mission?" she said, running her hand up his chest and down his stomach "Am | involved anywhere with 
this?" She looked down at her skirt, which was wet and clinging to her legs. It had an x written across the bum. 
‘Maybe x marks the spot where your mission leads?" she teased, running her hand over his crotch 


Randy shut his eyes, mentally cursing So many mixed feelings 


‘Look, Im here with a friend Id rather just give you some money so you can get something fo eat," Randy said 
Kindly, glancing at her thighs, which had bones protruding 


Oh," she said, walking in front of him and wrapping one leg around his waist. "But Id so much rather you fuck me 
right here in the street." 


Um? 


"I think Hil pass on this one, miss," Randy said, backing away. He reached into his small pouch on his side and found a 
few dollars. "Take this and get yourself some food, hun." 


She looked at the money in surprise. "! can do any service you want, sexy. Ill even let you dominate me," she said, 


almost apologetically. 
‘No, no," Randy said "Keep the money and go help yourself. | know you dont want do this" 
Her eyes welled slightly. "Thank you so much," she whispered, before darting off. 


‘Pretty good character you have, Captain Rhoads," S said teasingly. "Im impressed you didn't just fuck her right 


there. She was super into you" 
"She was just doing what she had to for money," Randy said, turning around 
"Hmm, well my guild has decided to let you in Follow me," S said 

Randy guiped. "Guild?" 


"Yes," S said "Were called the Crimson Curtain Now follow me, before they change their mind." 


